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The Ice Queen 


Author's Notes: 
The Ice Queen, the bringer of the Winter to a small town in Holland falls in love with a woman called Sharon 


who, every winter she leaves an iced rose on her door step. 


Each story is about a different character. | can post them all if you want to read them ). 


A heart as cold as the winter's morn. Ice on her lips, snow flakes in her eyes, there is no more love, there is 
no more happiness, walking through the forest, her long coat dragging on the floor, she raises the hood to 
cover her. She walks alone through the forest, the lone woman made of ice, who is told to be evil. Children run 
in fear of her as she brings the dreaded cold winter, hunters starve once her presence is known bringing the 
frightful snow and ice to cover the soft land. It was her chosen path, The Ice Queen 


As a young girl, she loved to bring the winter, make the snow fall softly over night and watch as the towns’ 
people would run outside and dance in the beautiful snowflakes, build snowmen, throw snowballs and make snow 
angels. She would watch from afar, a silent hero. But every hero has an enemy, with every good comes evil, an 


evil that oozes from her soul, an evil that only brings heartache and grief, it lurks in the shadows waiting for 


that small child to choke on a bonbon or for that old man to slip and fall. Death hides, waiting for the soul to 


come. Death haunts even the winter. 


When winter would come, Death would watch for her, walking through the town, the snow falling softly. No one 


saw Death, no one saw the dark shadow appear over them and steal what lay beyond their eyes. 


The Ice Queen turns and smiles at the town in the night, as the snow settled for the morning. She moves 
softly from the town disappearing into the forest to bring the winter to the rest of the woodland. Death would 
strike. 


As the morning came the towns people awoke, opening their windows to look at the icy kingdom that had been 
left. A woman, with long black hair and brown eyes opens her front door to welcome in the morning. She 
watched the towns people leave their homes to start their day. She smiles as her eyes fall on an elderly 
woman coming out of her home to brush the snow off her plants and bring them inside for the winter. She 
looks down and smiles, every year that very same day, an iced rose was always left on her door step. Sharon 
smiles bending down and picking up the small rose left by the woman who would bring the winter, she was the 
only one in the entire Town who would get a rose from the soft woman and she was the only one who could 
see the Ice Queen. Holding the rose in her hand she stands and looks to the beautiful winter left by the Ice 


Queen, her eyes once again fell on the older woman across the street as she tending to her plants. 


No one saw the sheet of black ice, no one saw what was to come, the plants crashed to the floor as her body 
slumped against the ground, blood trickling down from her temple. Screams from the towns people as they run 
inside their homes slamming the doors shut, Sharon watched as Death appeared, coming from the shadows, 


she clutched the rose. She knew this was not winter's work 


With her hood raised, she approaches the body of the old woman, she crouches down to her and softly 
touches the woman's chest as a soft white light appears bringing the woman's spirit from her body. 


Another spirit lost to the winter. This was not a natural winter. 


She watched from afar, high up on the mountain, the snow becoming more and more aggressive as her anger 
only grew deep within her, once again, the town's people will fear the winter and her. The tears fall down her 
pale cheeks as she watches them panic, she watches them flee from her work, all because Death could not 


stay away. 


As time went on, Death started to kill only in the winter, the world around her would crumble and now she 
walked alone, in the winter forest. Her coat dragging behind her, her tears now frozen to her cheeks, an 


eternal cry for the people who hate her, for those who have died and for the love she could never have. 


